


^ the two Noble Kmfinenl 

Should I try death by duflons •[ ara mop’t, 

Food cooke I none thefe two daies. 

Sipt Tome water, f!,havt not clofd mine eyes 
Save when'my lids feowrd off cheirbincj alas 
Diffo'ue my life, Let not my fence unfettle 
Leaft I fhould drowne, or ftab s oi hang my feife, 

G ftate of Nature, faile toge her in me, 

Since thy b.ft props are warpc.-So which way now ? 

T he btff way is,the next way to a gray.e: 

Each errant flop befide is torment. Loe 
The Mo one is down,the Cryckets chi pe,the Schrcichowle 
Calisin the dawne ; all offices are done 
Save what I faile in; But the peine is this 
An end,and that is all. • Exit, 

Scceua 3 . Enter Arcite .vaith MeatcJVme.and Filet, 
lArc. I fhould be neere the place, boa. Coien PAmen, 

Enter talamin. 

Pal. Arcite . 

Arc . The f>me:T ha ve brought you foode and files, 
Gome forth and feaie not, hcr’esno Ihefern. 

Pal, Nor nonefo honeil titrate, 
osirc' T hat s no matter, 

VVee’l argue that hereafter: Come take courage. 

You (hall not dye thus bea{{!y,here Sir drinke 
1 know you are faint, then ;le raike further with you. 

Pal, -^fmV^,thou mightfl no vv poyfon me. 

Arc. I might. 

But I null! hare you firft : Sit downe,aad good now 
No more ofthefe vainepai lies; let us not 
Having our anc ent reputation with us 
Make ca.ke for Fooles,andCowards,To your health, &c« 
Pal, Doe, 

Arc, Pray fit downe then.and let me entreateyou 
By all the honefty and honour in you, 

No mention of this woman, t* will difturbe us. 

We ihah have time enough. 

Pal* Well ,Sir,IIc pledge yoy, (blood man. 

tArc, Dxin ke a goQd hearty draught, it breeds good . 


the two Noble Kinfmen. 

Doe not you feele it thaw you l 
<pal. Stay, lie tell you after a draught or two more. 

Are. Spare it not, the D uke has more Cu 2 :Eate now. 
Pal. Yes, 

Arc. I am glad you have fo good a ftomacb* 

Pal. I am gladder I have fo good meate too’t. . ... 

Arc, 1st not mad lodging here in the wild woods Cofeti 
pal. Yes,for then that have wilde c onferences. (I fee, 
Jre.UoYt tafls your vittails?your hunger needs no fa wee 
Pal. Not much. 

Butificdid, yours is too tart:fweeteCefen*whatis this? 
Art. Venifon. 
pal, Tis a lufty meate : 

Giue me more wine j here Arcite to the wenches 

We have known in our daies.I he Lord Stewards daughter* 

Doe you remember her ? 

Arc. After you Cuz. 

Pal, She lov’d a black-hair d man. 

Arc, She did fo; wellSir. 

Pal. And I have heard feme call him Arcite.atid 
Arc. Out with’t faith* 

Pal, She met him in an Arbour .* 

What did Che there Gua?play o’th virginals ? 

Are. Something fhe did Sir. 

PA. Made her groane a moneth for*t jor 2. or J.or |@* 
Arc. The Marfhals Sifter, 

Had her fliare too,as 1 remember Gc fen, 

Elfe there be tales abroade, you’l pledge her ? 

Pal . Yes. 

Arc. A pretty broune wench t’is -There wasa time 
When yong men went a hunting, and a wood. 

And a broade Beech: and thereby hangs a tale : heigh ho 
Pal. For Emily . upon my life; Foole 
Away with this ftraind mirth; I fay againe 
Thatfigh wasbreathd for Emily \ bafe Cofen, 

Dar’ft thou breake firft ? 

Are. you are wide. 

Hal. By heaven and earth, thefs nothing in thee honeft. 

G Are. 








